PAST DECORUM 


Blood curdles my rage, and | cannot seem to find the exit door. 

The happiness | tried to feel for you, was a fleeting shell of death forevermore. 
I'm not hurt like you, yet we are similar in that vein. 

If | could build a wall between me and humanity, then | could finally rest... 
Stuck in a cage where it all feels the same, 

| bash my head with my hands to alleviate the pain, 

and when I'm regretting all these fucking decisions that I've made, 


the exoskeleton of my past can rot in shame... 


